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Howard de Walden. He was one of my rather secret friend-
ships; nobody knew about this except George Moore, whose
great friend he was, and Lady Cunard, who owned a large
bronze bust of him by Rodin ! He was a delightful person,
charmingly cynical, sardonically humorous, shy, elusive,
critical with a touch of genius. He was all too modest about
his own literary capabilities. It is significant that he is
descended from the man who first wrote blank verse. His
own achievements in the same line would have earned him a
conspicuous place had he been of those who are stimulated
by necessity. He loathed society and preferred to smoke his
pipe and wear no collar, and compose his verses in a corner of
his marble palace, of which few at that time saw the interior.
Sometimes he came to Brede and smoked his pipe among my
friendship plants, while I delved. Our friendship managed
to survive my mother's intensive cultivation. He even cor-
rected my proofs for me whenever I burst into periodic print,
and I accepted his literary judgment unquestioningly. The
plant that he sent me for my garden (really men have strange
taste) was a sea buckthorn. It had a pleasant grey foliage,
he said, and would at the right season have a decorative berry.
Hie season came and went, but the sea buckthorn remained
undecorative. It ill became me, however, to mention the
disappointing fact.
One day I received a letter—eight pages of indignant ful-
mination. He had just learned from his gardener that the
plant which among all others he had chosen to send me never
would have berries unless planted two by two, male and
female, side by side : " I had given the vegetable world credit
for more sense/'
The incident was all the more humorous because he was
notoriously averse to marriage, and fled most girls on principle.
The second buckthorn was dispatched in due course, but—
neither one nor the other has ever produced berries. They
must have been, and doubtless are, a pair of bachelors or
spinsters. How should one tell whether a sea buckthorn
is male or female ? And if it should prove to be a female,
should it still retain the name of Buckthorn ?
As I review my garden in my mind, I seem to see a tall

